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EDITORIAL

Confession of a Deadbeat
I
According to the voyeurism of my eleventh grade
English teacher, editorials, like a woman's dress, should
be short enough to be interesting and long enough to
cover the subject. And above all, he said "editorials
editorialize on the facts." As far as I can tell (which of
course may not be very far), the Dialogue editorial this
year has failed to latch on to those tantalizing things we
call facts. The editorial has failed to address "practical"
issues of life, things of importance, things where we can
raise our index finger in moral indignation and say,
"that's bad." The editorial has failed to provide the
intended reader with something she can sink her teeth
into. The editorial has failed to address the facts in good
editorial fashion.

II
Five summers back, I lived in a little mountain
community near Estes Park Colorado-8,500 ft up and
much closer to God than your average American. The
first time I had ever thought extensively about the term
deadbeat was here. After a long dusty mountain bike
ride, Chad, the son of a prominent news anchorman in
Louisville, said: "You see Steve, Roger is what my father
calls a Deadbeat.''
I never quite figured why Roger was one. To me,
Roger was a laid-back fellow who had chosen to live on
a mountain during the prime years of his life. He crafted
great guitars-even sold one to famous country western
singer (I think). Chad and I worked with Roger every
Thursday afternoon. Usually, we chopped wood and
gossiped about our past lives. Roger was a teenage
Rock&Roller who later matured and followed the
Grateful Dead for four years. However, after a near
death conversion experience on the Trans-Alaskan
highway, Roger, like my mother, came to "love the
Lord." Now he is quite sure that the Grateful Dead are
from the pit of hell. Well, for that matter a lot of things
are now from the pit of hell.
Still, it seemed to me Chad should have called his
father a deadbeat. Not to get preachy and resort to
negative terms, but his dad is just a talking hairdo on TV.

He has his face plastered on billboards. And get this, he
doesn't even write his own stories, just delivers "the
news" on a platter. He is the pawn of corporate prigs.
Roger is a fundamentalist craftsman tucked away in
God's country.

III
Two summers back, the steepest of the Rocky
mountain passes stood before Chris and me. Teton pass
had a grade between 10-12% (generally such roads are
illegal). My gearing ratio, maladjusted for the steep
grade, created a difficult situation. My legs failed to
generate the revolutions necessary for a straight and
orderly ascent. To relieve the stress on my legs, I cut
diagonally across the road carving giant S's up the
pass-dodging an oncoming car here and there in the
morning mist. Control became the issue. If I lost
control I would be forced to stop, never again to regain
the momentum necessary for the climb, having to walk
in shame by the side of the road. My hands clenched the
handlebars guiding my weighted bike. As I straddled my
bike and strained for the crest, the sweat slowly dripped
into my eyes. My hands fixed. My eyes burned.
As Chris and I came over the crest, a hot Idaho wind
greeted us. The mist and cloud cover dispersed and the
Idaho desert unfolded below. We descended, and eighty
miles later we rolled into Idaho Falls. After battling a
hot headwind and 110 degree temperatures, we
collapsed in the Snake River and soaked our sore bodies.
Since the initial planning of our trip, we knew we
would have to cross the Idaho dessert in August. This
scenario had always been looming, but after snow and
ice two months earlier in New Foundland and Labrador,
it seemed like an impossibility. Besides, when we
thought about crossing the Great Basin, we figured the
lure of the finish, the cairnt on the stick, would push us
through. The anticipation of our planned
consummation-the Grateful Dead in a three-day stint at
the University of Oregon (perhaps the most juvenile of
events)-would cairy us. After this day, however, we
watched our hope sink with the setting sun. The desert

was now an impassable wedge between us and our
Dionysian destiny. High temperatures, water stops only
every seventy miles (if we were lucky), and a headwind
that wouldn't quit..."Let's Hitchhike."
While bathing in the river, we decided not to
compromise ourselves. We would ride at night. After an
unsettling two-hour sleep, we oozed back onto our bikes.
Our destination was Arco: "the world's first town
powered by atomic energy," the billboard later
proclaimed. We rode into the night. The barely
perceptible shapes of the desert dominated our minds. A
few times the moon peeked through the clouds, leaving
us just enough light to the see that only an empty expanse
surrounded us, a barren wasteland that crested at the
road's shoulder.
We didn't have head lamps so our eyes strained for the
white line at the road's side. It guided us through the
darkness. Two times oncoming headlights drove us into
a blinded stupor; we halted for fear of being in the wrong
lane. Dizzy and
displaced, we
slowed and fumbled
for the shoulder of
the road.
We rode into Arco
at dawn, cranky and
caked in dried
sweat. That day we
camped out in the
pavilion of a local
park; the park water
infected with sulfur.
We didn't talk or
sleep much. At dusk
we shared a few
words.
"How many more
miles of this?"
"400 give or
take."
"Shit." Smiles
leaked onto our
faces.
While we rode, we hurled obscenities at the desert,
bonding in our arrogant defiance of nature. As the sun
neared the horizon, we noticed an uncanny haze. We had
seen the sun set for two months running, but this one was
odd-as if watching the sun set on Venice beach, to see it
drop through the Los Angeles smog. An hour later (our
eyes now itching and lungs wheezing), we realized that
the uncanny haze was spreading smoke and ash. A pack
of motorcycles darted past, seemingly unaware of the
congested desert air. Their lights floated on into the dark.

Now hurling our arrogant obscenities at the air around
us, we stopped and stood at the edge of the shoulder.
Perplexed, we peered into the desert pondering our
predicament.
Miles away we saw headlights approaching. As they
neared I made a move to flag it down. Shirtless and clad
in ragged pair of biking shorts, I stood in the middle of
the road. I motioned. The headlights acknowledged my
presence and the vehicle slowed The window rolled
down and the thick odor of marijuana greeted me. Four
males, crammed into the front seat, turned their heads in
tandem. I looked into their Holy of Holies. Incense was
burning. My stomach tightened.
"Ahh ... where is all the smoke coming from?" I asked.
I waited. The driver slowly rotated his head.
"Half the state of Idaho is on fire tonight!" he stated
firmly. The other three bodies were motionless while the
engine of the ancient Chevy Nova chattered.
"Well, ah, do you know where the fires start?"
"Farther west."
They stared me
down. The car
jerked forward and
slowly pulled away.
"Hold up! Wait! I
got another
question," I yelled.
The guy riding
shotgun popped his
head out the window.
He turned to look at
me, cocked his head
back and yelled
thrnugh his blowing
hair, "This a bad
highway to be on at
night!"
IV
Last summer, I
sold the environment
in Eugene, Oregon. I was damn good at it. Well, not as
good as my partner Jackie, but she had an advantage.
She had been sponging for spare change at grocery
stores since she was 12. We went door-to-door giving
suburbanites our little spiel about the evils of the
American Plastic Council (they are evil by the way).
Membership was only forty bucks, unless they appeared
to be loaded and hooked, in which case it was sixty.
"Only with the help of your money will we have the
political clout necessary to fight the A.PC" [to stick a
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fork in those tricky industrial dicks]. Officially, I
worked for Ralph Nader's brain child spawned in 71' at
the University of Oregon, OSPIRG- Oregon State
Public Interest Research Group. On the good days I
managed to raise close to two hundred in four hours. I
had my rap down and could pocket half the money at
the day's end.
Realizing that most of my co-workers were leftist
ideologues-and well, for that matter, it was a rather
cheesy job (thrived solely on sophistry and youthful
idealism)-! quit in search of a better job, a better
community. Eugene is an awful place to look for a
summer job, but after a month's unemployment, my
girlfriend managed to finagle me a job. I no longer sold
the environment but rather beer at the baseball stadium.
The only negative aspect about this job was that I had to
sell beer with a bunch of fraternity brothers who had
little appreciation for the nuances of baseball. (Eugene
is a notorious fraternity town, I lived a block down from
the Original Animal House, now bulldozed and
replaced by an abortion clinic.) My beer chant was
perfect, I managed to utilize my thin voice to holler "Ise
Cold Miller Beeer Here, Geecha beeer Here!"
Everyone thought I was from New Jersey. After a hard
innings work, I would sit down and drink a beer with
Vern, a crotchety old man who had been pouring beer
for as long as I have been alive. We talked about the
prospects-95% of them woulp. never make it to the
show-and if the game was a blowout we watched
Francis, another beer vendor. She sounded like a man
but walked like women. She always came out twenty
bucks ahead of everyone else.
V

This coming summer the 18 year reign of summer
vacations comes to an end. Still, I can predict what I
shall be doing. I will spend this summer wondering
what, if anything, my last four years at Calvin College
were good for. Granted, it might not be fair to ask this
bloated question. It is full of pride and fundamentally
quixotic. It evokes images of a silly French
existentialist scampering around in a search for
meaning. As if it is possible to say "rien n'a
d'importance!" after four years of hard work. Still, from
one angle it is right and fitting to ask such a question
and demand an answer. I have sunk close to $50,000 in
this education and watched a number of students wed
themselves to either beer bottles, Bibles or both.
To rid myself of the persisting question, I try to
remember the reasons why I came here. I was told that
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it was a solid scholarly institution, one that wasn't a
religious washout. And from what I found in most of
my classrooms that was true. To use verbiage from a
past heyday, Calvin College "remembers the
Antithesis," not settling for a modern reading of the
Christ event. And on the Fundamentalist front, Calvin
thankfully does not have a President who uses the
question of whether Eve came from Adam's rib as a
litmus test for institutional orthodoxy. Calvin instead
has a little black book, and only a few cronies who
revel in doctrines like Double Predestination.
Thankfully, I was consumed by what initially attracted
me. I received a solid education.
Still there remains a troubling aspect about this
education. Along with this education came an antiintellectual undercmTent that I have yet to reconcile.
There is, for lack of a better word, an "evangelical"
spirit that subtly scoffs at the issues confronted in the
classroom. I was once told by a leader of this
community that Calvin is "such a cold community." I
suppose Calvin lacks that "warm" church campy feel,
where one might sing Kumbaya all night long. I was
told by another leader that when you ask a Calvin
student about her personal commitment to Jesus Christ
that she cannot give an answer. Well, what is someone
supposed to say to such a loaded question? Still, it is
only a modest contingent of this community who find
themselves singing "Shine, Jesus Shine," driving to
D.C. to march for "life," or listening to someone
denounce the moral wasteland "out there." And, in the
end, it would be absurd if I could dismiss this
contingent as not sufficiently "Clnistian."
As you can see from this account, this is a conflict
between two poles of the faith. It returns to the ancient
question Tertullian posed: "What hath Athens to do
with Jerusalem?" A question which the articulate Tom
Howard recently pontificated upon, and one I still do
not know how to answer.
VI
This editorial is at moments flippant, cynical, selfdeprecating, 2500 words too self-indulgent, crass, and
a bit arrogant. The writing wasn't snappy, short, and to
the point. In fact, I'm not quite sure what my point
was. Still, in an effort to make some sense, behind this
mass of words is a steady hope that in the end all shall
be well. It hopes for a time when the "human being
dwell[s] at peace in all of his or her relationships: with
God, with self, with fellows, with nature." Shalom. <p

"Unforgiven"

INTERVIE\V

Richard Rorty
--on Religion-By some freak chance of nature, or perhaps due to what ministers call Providence,
the leading intellectual in the English language agreed to talk to Dialogue about
Christianity and religious belief. To place this interview in a proper perspective, the
following is a brief history of Richard Rorty's intellectual journey.
At the age of twelve, Richard Rmty thought that the point of being human was to fight
social injustice. His parents were members of the American Communist Party, but on
news of Stalin's betrayal of the Russian Revolution, they left the party in 1932.
Consequently a youthful Rorty viewed Stalin's betrayal of the Russian Revolution much
like a Lutheran would view Catholicism's betrayal of the Incarnation.
At the age of fifteen, Rorty was off to the University of Chicago where he studied
under Mortimer Adler and Richard Mckeon, the bad guy in Prisig's Zen and the Art of
Motorcycle Maintenance. The pragmatism of Dewey and James had been the
philosophy of his parents, but under the
influence of Adler and other neoAristotelians he thought pragmatism to be
crass, relativistic and self-refuting. He
abandoned the pragamatism of his youth
and started looking for those stable yet
illusive absolutes from which one can
definitively draw the line between right and
wrong.
During this time Rorty was attracted to
T.S. Eliot's belief that only committed
Christians could serve their fellow human
beings properly. He knew much of Eliot by
heart. However, his inability to believe the
General Confession caused him to give up
his pursuit of Christianity. Today, he still
does not know "whether to envy or
despise" Dostoyevsky's Aloyosha, Rorty's
ideal Christian.
He continued his search for those
illusive absolutes, but this "quest for
certainty" brought disillusionment with philosophy:
The more philosophers I read, the clearer it seemed that each of them
could carry their views back to first principles which were
incompatible with the first principles of their opponents, and that none
of them ever got to that fabled place "beyond hypotheses." There
seemed to be nothing like a neutral standpoint from which these
alternative first principles could be evaluated. But if there were no such
standpoint, then the whole idea of "rational certainty," and the whole
Socratic-Platonic idea of replacing passion by reason seemed not to
make much sense.
Since the time of this initial disillusionment, over the last forty years Richard Rorty
has been trying to figure out what philosophy might be good for. Within the last fifteen

years, his search has become quite popular. His nonphilosophical audience has grown dramatically, and the
philosophical community, generally suspicious of any
popular philosopher, has pushed Rorty to the fringe. To
use Rorty's words, he has been dismissed as "not really
a philosopher."
Two books best capture his intellectual journey.
Philosophy and the Mirror of Nature (1979) focuses on
the last 100 years of analytic philosophy. Above all
though, this book is a historicist critique of
philosophy's 2000-year self-deceptive search for
certainty. The metaphor of the mind as mirroring
reality and knowledge as accurate reflections has
characterized this search. If philosophy is to get back
on track, it must abandon the metaphor. Rmty then
leaves the readers with a few hints of what "philosophy
without mirrors" should look like. He is once again
back on good terms with the pragamatism of Dewey
(for that matter the later works of Wittgenstein and
Heidegger as well), and it is in this vein that philosophy
should conduct itself. Edifying philosophy will seek to
continue "the conversation which constitutes our
culture." Philosophers will no longer withdraw into
their "ovens" and contemplate unanswerable questions,
searching for some ahistorical absolute by which one
can order reality. Instead, one can assume that when
philosophers focus on the "cultural conversation," they
will actively engage a needy world.
In Contingency, Irony and Solidarity (1989), Rorty
tries to envision the possibility of a liberal utopia in a
world that has given up the search for certainty.
Though Rmty has given up on the Enlightenment's
quest for certainty, he has not given up on its dream for
a liberal utopia. Despite the fact that our beliefs are
historically conditioned and contingent, Rmty argues
for the possibility of human solidarity-the sort of
thing needed to generate and sustain a utopia. To
achieve this Rmty does not appeal to some
transcendent ahistorical absolute by which one can
order society, but to our imaginative ability to
empathize with other fellow sufferers. If we can
increase our sensitivity to the pain of others, we will see
other human beings as "one of us" and strive for justice.
By now one might be able to begin to detect the
subtle irony that surrounds Richard Rorty. Obviously
he is "postmodern" in that he abandons the moderns'
quest for certainty. However, he is sufficiently modern
in that he hopes for the dream of the Enlightenment, a
liberal utopia. In this manner Rmty can call himself a
liberal while others call him the leading postmodernist
in America. In either case one can understand why
Harold Bloom calls Richard Rorty "the most

interesting philosopher in the world today."
(This converstation between Rorty and Stephen
Louthan took place via fax)

Dialogue: What does your epistemological
critique say to Christian groups living within a
democratic pluralistic society? Can you conceive
of a viable form of religion that would not be
subject to your critique of the Platonic tradition?
Rorty: Christian groups get the benefit of
democratic pluralism just like Muslim and
atheists groups. I am not sure that there could be
anything one could call a religion which would
not be subject to my objections to the Platonic
tradition, since I take it to be necessary for a
religion to insist on the desirability of attaching
ourselves to a non-human power. My objection
to the metaphysical and religious traditions is
that it would be more courageous, more selfreliant just to rely on ourselves, on our group
efforts. I don't think that such courage can be
demanded of everyone, but as culture has
become increasingly secularized there is more of
that sort of courage around, and that seems to me
a good thing.
D: Alvin Plantinga has stated that if "truth is
what your peers let you get away with" then it
isn't true because your peers will not let you get
away with that statement. I assume that he has
misunderstood you. Are you just stating that
truth is not a regulative idea, an honorific term,
something we strive for?

Rorty: I don't think that you can define "truth,"
either as what your peers will let you get away
with, or as correspondence with the intrinsic
nature of reality, or as anything else. "True," like
the word "good," is a primitive predicate, a
transcendental term which does not lend itself to
definition.
D: In regards to "rationality," do you agree with
William James on the connection between
evidence and religious belief: that stating n~t
enough "evidence" as a reason for disbelief may
be grounds for personal disbelief, but is not in
itself a good enough reason to reject the rationale
of Christian theism. James states:
When I look at the religious
9

question as it really puts itself to
concrete men, and when I think
of all the possibilities which both
practically and theoretically it
involves, then this command that
we shall put a stopper on our
heart, instincts, and courage, and
wait-acting
of
course
meanwhile more or less if
religion were not true-to
doomsday, or till such time as our
intellect and senses working
together may have raked in
evidence
enough,-this
command, I say, seems to me the
queerest idol ever manufactured
in the philosophic cave. (WTB,
29-30).
If you agree here with James, is there some other
reason for thinking Christian theism irrational?
What would be the reason for rejecting belief in
God as being, what Plantinga calls, properly
basic?

Rorty: I don't think that Christian theism is
inational. I entirely agree with James that it is no
more irrational than atheism. Irrationality is not

should have. I thought that Plantinga's God and Other
Minds was quite convincing on many points. A recent
lecture of his on the inability of Darwinism to explain the
possibility of the knowledge which Darwinists claim for
themselves did not convince me. I admired Wolterstorff's
Reason Within the Bounds of Religion, and assigned it in
some courses. But he has written several books I have not
gotten around to reading yet. I think of both of them as
remarkably able philosophers, but not as having done a lot
for specifically Christian apologetics. They have done
more to show why atheists should stop praising
themselves for being more "rational" than theists: on this
point, they seem to me quite right.
D: Have you ever had a religious experience inside or
outside the Christian tradition: If so how do you
understand it? If not, how do you understand people who
have claimed to have them? For instance there are times
when I cannot help but see the world through the lens of
the Christ event.

Rorty: No, I have had no religious experiences. My sense
of people who have them is a sort of mixture of awe,
puzzlement, and vague distrust.

D: In your utopia human solidarity is created by
increasing our sensitivity to the pain and humiliation of
other human beings. I assume that you
believe the Christian faith would conflict
with achieving this goal of solidarity.
Why can't the Christian faith create
sense of
empathy necessary for such solidarity?

No, I have had no religious experiences. My
people who have them is a sort of mixture of awe,
puzzlement, and vague distrust.
the question, but rather desirability. The only
reason I can think of for objecting to Christian
theism is that a lot of Christians have been bigoted
fanatics. But, of course, so have a lot of atheists.
D: What is your opinion of Plantinga and
Wolterstorff and the tradition that they have
greatly influenced? Are you familiar with
Wolterstorff's works on social justice, Until
Justice and Peace Em,brace etc ... You and
Plantinga have had some contact in the past?

Rorty: I have read some of Plantinga's and
Wolterstorff's writings, but not as many as I

Rorty: Lots of things can help create
empathy: Christian belief, reading
Dickens, working with sick hungry
people, and so on. It would be hard to say whether
Christian belief, has, over all, encouraged more empathy
than it has discouraged. It encourages empathy when it
directs our attention to the poor, for example, whereas it
discourages it when it tells us that homosexuality is
against the will of God.

D: William James had the idea that as society progressed
war would be come obsolete yet there would still be the
need for the moral equivalent of war. In your postreligious, post-metaphysical society what will be the
moral equivalent of religion?

Rorty: The moral equivalent of religion would be social

hope: hope for a global prosperous, democratic,
educated, tolerant, leisured human community. That is
obviously utopian, but no more so than, say, the second
coming.

bring about what you call "a global, prosperous,
democratic, educated, tolerant, leisured human
community." Isn't there great potential for
common ground between the metaphysician and
the post-metaphysician when it comes to the
practical, and isn't the practical what matters? Or
does any sort of metaphysical outlook alter
dramatically the understanding of the goal for a

D: Cornel West argues in Keeping Faith that there is a
present need for philosophy of religion. American
philosophy is at its best when it takes on the form of
Philosophy of Religion because
social and political concerns are not
Atheism is more practical only if you want to
muted. In fact the Philosophy of
Religion carves out a niche for West's
form a pluralistic, democratic society.
"prophetic Christian perspective"
which provides him the gumption for
his attack on the major life denying forces. I assume that
prosperous human community?
you wouldn't agree with West that American
philosophy is at its best in the form of Philosophy of
Rorty: There is plenty of common ground on a
Religion, yet I suppose you would agree with his attack
practical level between all kinds of peopleon the life denying forces. Why? Second, Is social
metaphysicians
and
non-metaphysicians,
change possible without religious gumption? Don't we
Christians and atheists. The problems we atheists
all need some leap of faith if we are going to challenge
have with Christians usually only aiise when the
life denying forces?
Christians start saying things like "We have
religious reasons for opposing ... (abortion, sameRorty: No, I don't think we need a leap of faith. Just
sex intercourse, or whatever)"-when they start
hope, the sort of which is shared by theists and atheists
taking stands on practical questions without
in pretty much equal measure.
feeling the need to argue for those stands with the
people who are outside their own religious
D: It appears that with the development of modern
tradition.
philosophy there had always been a polemic, a tension,
between the philosophers who were of the atheist
D: Why is it more courageous to be self reliant
persuasion and Christian theists or religious belief
than struggle with the transcendent? It seems to
(Bertrand Russell's Why I a,n not a Christian). Do you
me that thoughtful theists ai·e as courageous as the
think postmodernism no longer cares about this
atheist when the theist struggles with the
tension, that in general Postmodern thought yawns at
transcendent, the sort of struggle captured in the
the Christian theist? Bluntly, is religious belief boring?
Job of the Old Testament. Would you still hold
this position or would you say it is more practical
Rorty: Atheists like me don't find religion boring, but
to be self reliant than struggle with the
they often find it undisscussable. It didn't take
transcendent?
postmodernism to produce this situation. Ever since the
Enlightenment, secularists have been saying:
Rorty: I certainly don't think it is more
Enlightenment egalitarianism drained off all that was
courageous to be an atheist than to be a theist.
good and useful in the Judaic and Christian traditions,
Courage comes in all sorts of forms, and Paine
leaving only stuff which we don't need to discuss, since
was no more or less courageous than Kierkegaard.
it is essentially a matter of private symbols of ultimate
Atheism is more practical only if you want to form
concern (to use Tillich's jargon).
a pluralistic, democratic society. In that situation,
the persistence of theists who claim to know that
D: On a broader level, there are many progressively
this or that is against God's will becomes a
minded theists that agree with your critique of
problem. So atheists find themselves wishing
philosophy and many of your prescriptions. On a
these groups would wither away. <p
practical level, why should it matter if one has a
metaphysical "worldview" or not if we are all trying to
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ESSAY

Religion: A Conversation Stopper
by Richard Rorty

Often academic superstars fail to make themselves available to students, especially to a puny
student magazine tucked away in a rust-ridden state. Therefore Dialogue is especially
appreciative of Richard Rorty's effort-his desire to discuss religion with us and permission to
print his material. Hopefully the interview, essay and Nicholas Wolterstorff's response will
facilitate thought.
Unlike many philosophers, Richard Rorty is actively involved in the current struggle to
define America. The following essay, soon to appear in Common Knowledge, is one such
expression of his involvement. In addition it elucidates his stand on issues of religion, our initial
question. Before one becomes immersed in the essay, it is important to take note of his brief
synopsis of America's culture wars.
At the moment there are two cultural wars being waged in the United States.
The first is the one described in detail by my colleague James Davison Hunter in
his comprehensive and informative Culture Wars: The Struggle to Define
Anierica. This war-between the people Hunter calls "progressivist" and those
he calls "orthodox"-is important. It will decide whether our country continues
along the trajectory defined by the Bill of Rights, the Reconstruction
Amendments, the building of the land-grant colleges, female suffrage, the New
Deal, Brown vs. Board of Education, the feminist movement, the gay rights
movement. Continuing along this trajectory would mean that America might
continue to set an example of increasing tolerance and increasing equality. But
it may be that this trajectory could be continued only while Americans' average
real income continued to rise. So 1973 may have been the beginning of the end:
the end both of rising economic expectations and of the political consensus that
emerged from the New Deal. The future of American politics may be just a
series of increasingly blatant and increasingly successful variations on the
Willie Horton spots. Sinclair Lewis' It Can't Happen Here may become an
increasingly plausible scenario. Unlike Hunter, I feel no need to be judicious
and balanced in my attitude toward the two sides in this first sort of culture war.
I see the "orthodox"(the people who think that hounding gays out of the military
promotes traditional family values) as the same honest, decent, blinkered,
disastrous people who voted for Hitler in 1933. I see the "progressivists" as
defining the only America I care about. ("Trotsky and the Wild Orchids,"
Common Knowledge).

These days, intellectuals divide up into
those who think that something new and
important called "the postmodern" is
happening, and those who, like
Habermas, think we are (or should be)
still plugging away at the familiar tasks
set for us by the Enlightenment. The ones
who, like me, agree with Habermas
typically see the secularization of public
life as the Enlightenment's central
achievement, and see our job as the same
as our predecessors: getting our fellowcitizens to rely less on tradition, and to be

more willing to experiment with new
customs and institutions.
Our skepticism about the postmodern
may incline us to be skeptical also about
the modern, and, more specifically, about
Virginia Woolf's Foucault-like claim that
human nature changed around 1910. But
something crucially important to the
progress of secularization did happen
around then. To remind ourselves of what
it was, it helps to reread In Memoriam.
One of the striking things about the poem
is the poet's need, and ability, to believe in

the immortality of the soul. One of the
striking things about the biographies of
Tennyson is the biographers' agreement
that Tennyson and Hallam never went to
bed together. Two young men who loved
each other that much would, nowadays,
be quite likely to do so. But the same
religious beliefs which let Tennyson
hope so fervently to see his friend in
Heaven also kept him out of Hallam's
arms.
The big change in the outlook of the
intellectuals-as opposed to a change in

human nature-which happened around
1910 was that they began to be confident
that human beings had only bodies, and
no souls. The resulting this-worldliness
made them receptive to the idea that one's
sexual behavior did not have much to do
with one's moral worth-an idea which
the Enlightenment-minded author of
"Locksley Hall" still found impossible to
accept. It is hard to disentangle the idea
that we have an immortal soul from the
belief that this soul can be stained by the
commission of certain sexual acts. For sex
is the first thing that comes to mind when
we think about the human body as
something
located
down
there,
underneath the human soul. So when we
started thinking that we might have only
complicated, accomplished, vulnerable
bodies, and no souls, the word "impurity"
began to lose both sexual overtones and
moral resonance.
For these reasons, the biggest gap
between the typical intellectual and the
typical non-intellectual is that the former
does not use "impurity" as a moral term,
and does not find religion what James
called a "live, forced and momentous
option. She thinks of religion as, at its
best, Whitehead's "what we do with our
aloneness," rather than something people
do together in churches. Such an
intellectual is bound to be puzzled or
annoyed by Stephen L. Carter's The
Culture of Disbelief: How American Law
and Politics Trivialize Religious
Devotion. For Carter puts in question
what, to atheists like me, seems the happy
Jeffersonian compromise which the
Enlightenment reached with the religious.
This compromise consists in privatizing
11

Carter, an Episcopalian, defines religion
as "a tradition of group worship."
We atheists, doing our best to enforce
Jefferson's compromise, think it bad
enough that we cannot run for public
office without being disingenuous about

The main reason religion needs to be privatized is that,
in political discussion with those outside the relevant
religious community, it is a conversation-stopper.

our disbelief in God; despite the
compromise, no uncloseted atheist is
likely to get elected anywhere in the
country. We also resent the suggestion
that you have to be religious to have a
conscience-a suggestion implicit in the
fact that only religious conscientious
objectors to military service go
unpunished. Such facts suggest to us that
the claims of religion need, if anything, to
be pushed back still further, and that
religious believers have no business
asking for more public respect than they
now receive. Carter, however, thinks that
privatizing religion trivializes it. He says
that "the legal culture that guards the
public square still seems most
comfortable thinking of religion as a
hobby, something done in privacy,
something that mature, public-spirited
adults do not use as the basis for politics."
Carter's inference from privatization to
trivialization
is
invalid
unless
supplemented with the premise that the
non-political is always trivial. But this

One of the striking things about the biographies of
Tennyson is the biographers' agreement that Tennyson
and Hallam never went to bed together. Two young
men who loved each other that much would,
nowadays, be quite likely to do so.
religion- keeping it out of what Carter
calls "the public square," making it seem
bad taste to bring religion into discussions
of public policy. Whereas many
religiously-inclined intellectuals stick to
what he calls an "individual metaphysic,"

mere hobby, even though they never show
those poems to any save their intimates.
The same goes for reading poems, and for
lots of other private pursuits which both
give meaning to individual human lives
and are such that mature, public-spirited

premise seems false. Our family or love
lives are private, non-political, and nontrivial. The poems we atheists write, like
the prayers our religious friends raise, are
private, non-political, and non-trivial.
Writing poems is, for many people, no

adults are quite right in not attempting to
use them as a basis for politics. The search
for private perfection, pursued by theists
and atheists alike, is neither trivial nor, in
a pluralistic democracy, relevant to public
policy. Carter criticizes: "the effort by the
contemporary liberal philosophers to
create a conversational space in which
individuals of very different viewpoints
can join dialogic battle, in accord with a
set of dialogic conventions that all can
accept. The philosophical idea is that even
though all of us have differing personal
backgrounds and biases, we nevertheless
share certain moral premises in common.
Carter here gives a good description
both of the least common denominator of
the positions of Rawls and Habermas, the
two most prominent social thinkers of the
present day, and of the central
secularizing
message
of
the
Enlightenment. He is quite right to say
that "all of these efforts to limit the
conversation to premises held in common
would exclude religion from the mix."
But he thinks that such exclusion is
unjust.
Such exclusion, however, is at the heart
of the Jeffersonian compromise, and it is
hard to see what more just arrangement
Carter thinks might take the place of that
compromise. Contemporary liberal
philosophers think that we shall not be
able to keep a democratic political
community going unless the religious
believers remain willing to trade
privatization for a guarantee ,of religious
liberty, and Carter gives us no reason to
think they are wrong.
The main reason religion needs to be
privatized is that, in political discussion
11

13

with those outside the relevant religious
community, it is a conversation-stopper.
Carter is right when he says: "One good
way to end a conversation-or to start an
argument-is to tell a group of welleducated professionals that you hold a

open to religious and nonreligious
argument" (214). This may mean simply
that he wants us atheists to stop screaming
"keep religion out of politics!" when
preachers say abortion is against God's
will while nodding approvingly when

Surely the fact that one of us gets his premises in church
and the other in the library is, and should be, of no
interest to our audience in the public square.

political
pos1t10n
(preferably
a
controversial one, such as being against
abortion or pornography) because it is
required by your understanding of God's
will." Saying this is far more likely to end
a conversation than to start an argument.
The same goes for telling the group "I had
an abortion just last week" or "Reading
pornoraphy is about the only pleasure I
get out of life these days." In these
examples, as in Carter's, the ensuing
silence masks the group's inclination to
say: So what? We weren't discussing your
private life; we were discussing public
policy. Don't bother us with matters that
are not our concern. This would be my
own inclination in such a situation. Carter
clearly thinks
such a reaction
inappropriate, but it is hard to figure out
what he thinks would be an appropriate
response by non-religious interlocutors to
the claim that abortion is required (or
permitted) by the will of God. He does not
think it good enough to say: OK, but since
I don't think there is such a thing as the
will of God, and since I doubt that we' 11
get anywhere arguing theism vs. atheism,
let's see if we have some shared premises
on the basis of which to continue our
argument about abortion. He thinks such a
reply would be condescending and
trivializing.
But are we atheist
interlocutors supposed to try to keep the
conversation going by saying "Gee! I'm
impressed. You must have a really deep,
sincere, faith?" Suppose we try that. What
happens then? What can either party do
for an encore?
Carter says that he wants "a public
square that does not restrict its access to
citizens willing to speak in a purely
secular language, but instead is equally

they say that gay-bashing is. If so, I
entirely agree with him. The best parts of
his very thoughtful, and often persuasive,
book are those in which he points out the
inconsistency of our behavior, and the
hypocrisy involved in saying that
believers somehow have no right to base
their political views on their religious
faith, whereas we atheists have every
right to base ours on Enlightenment
philosophy. The claim that in doing so we
are appealing to reason, whereas the
religious are being irrational, is hokum.
Carter is quite right to debunk it.
Carter is also right to say that liberal
theory has not shown that "the will of any
of the brilliant philosophers of the liberal
tradition, or, for that matter, the will of the
Superme Court of the United States, is
more relevant to moral decisions than the
will of God" (226). But he is wrong in
suggesting that it has to show this. Afl
liberal theory has to show is that moral
decisions which are to be enforced by a
pluralist and democratic state's monopoly
of violence are best made by public
discussion in which voices claiming to be

that the public square should be open to
"religious argument," or that liberalism
should "develop a politics that accepts
whatever form of dialogue a member of
the public offers" (230). What is a
specifically religious "form of dialogue,"
except perhaps a dialogue in which some
members cite religious sources for their
beliefs? What could a specifically
religious argument be, except an
argument whose premises are accepted
by some people because they believe that
these premises express the will of God? I
may accept those same premises for
purely secular reasons-for example,
reasons having to do with maximizing
human happiness. Does that make my
argument a non-religious one? Even if it
is exactly the argument made by my
religious fellow-citizen? Surely the fact
that one of us gets his premises in church
and the other in the library is, and should
be, of no interest to our audience in the
public square. The arguments that take
place there, political arguments, are
neither specifically religious nor
specifically secular.
Carter frequently speaks of religion as
a "source of moral knowledge" rather
than as a "source of moral beliefs." Of
course, if we knew that religion were a
source of moral knowledge, we should be
foolish to shove it to the outskirts of the
square. But part of the moral of Rawls'
and Habermas' work-and especially of
Habermas' replacement of "subjectcentered"
with
"communicative"
reason-is that we should be suspicious
of the very idea of a "source of moral
knowledge." It is reasonable to call a
physics textbook or teacher a source of
knowledge. Knowledge is justified true

It is one thing to say that religious beliefs, or the lack of
them, will influence political convictions. Of course they
will. It is another thing to say, as Carter says, that the
public square should be open to "religious argument,"
God's, or reason's, or science's are put on
a par with everybody else's.
It is one thing to say that religious
beliefs, or the lack of them, will influence
political convictions. Of course they will.
It is another thing to say, as Carter says,

belief. Since physics is a relatively noncontroversial area, what such teachers and
textbooks say is usually both justified and
(as far as anybody now knows) true.
When it comes to morals rather than
science, however, every textbook,

Scripture, and teacher is offset by a
competing textbook, Scripture or
teacher. That is why, in the public square
of a pluralistic democracy, justification
is always up for grabs, and why the term
"source of moral knowledge" will
always be out of place.
I take the point of Rawls and
Habermas, as of Dewey and Peirce, to be
that the epistemology suitable for such a
democracy is one in which the test of a
moral or political belief is its ability to
gain assent from people who retain
radically diverse ideas about the point
and meaning of human life, about the
path to private perfection. The more such
consensus becomes the test of a belief,
the less important is the belief's source.
So when Carter complains that religious
citizens are forced "to restructure their
arguments in purely secular terms before
they can be presented," I should reply
that "restructuring the arguments in
purely secular terms" just means
"dropping reference to the source of the
premises of the arguments," and that this
omission seems a reasonable price to pay
for religious liberty.
Carter thinks that "contemporary
liberal philosophers ... make demands on
[the religionist's] moral conscience to
reformulate that conscience-to destroy
a vital aspect of the self-in order to gain
the right to participate in the dialogue
alongside other citizens" (229). But this
requirement is no harsher, and no more a
demand for self-destruction, than the
requirement that we atheists, when we
present our arguments, should claim no
authority for our premises save the
assent we hope they will gain from our
audience. Carter seems to think that

of atheists is just as great as
Christianity's role in giving meaning to
his own life. Occasionally he suggests
that
we
contemporary
liberal
ideologues suffer from the same
spiritual shallowness which American

Hallam's and Tennyson's chastity was a valuable kind
of self-mastery, one which most intellectuals are no
more likely to recapture than they are to recapture the
hope of meeting loved ones after death.
law attributes to the non-religious
pacifist. Even if this were the case,
however, Carter would still need to tell
us why a speaker's depth of spirituality
is more relevant to her participation in
public debate than her hobby or her
hair-color.
As an example of the good that is still
being done by privatizing religion,
consider my fellow-columnist Ann
Landers. Landers-who, though not a
source of moral knowledge, is one of
our more sensible and experienced
moral counselors-recently published
what she said might prove to be the
most useful column in her thirty-five
year career. In it she recommended
masturbation, either solitary or mutual,
to teen-agers living in an age of AIDS.
Noting that it seemed unlikely that
many such teen-agers would either be
chaste or use condoms, she urged
masturbation on them as a life-saving
alternative.
She did this, she said, because she
"loved her readers," and added that she
did not wish to hear from ministers of

Carter seems to think that religious believers' moral
convictions are somehow more deeply interwoven with
their self-identity than those of atheists with theirs.
religious believers' moral convictions
are somehow more deeply interwoven
with their self-identity than those of
atheists with theirs. He seems unwilling
to admit that the role of Enlightenment
ideology in giving meaning to the lives

non-intellectuals) have let themselves be
influenced by the atheist intellectuals
who, at least since 1910, have been trying
to change our self-image-to help us
think of ourselves as having mortal
bodies, but no souls.

religion telling her that masturbation
was a sin. She will hear a lot from such
ministers, of course, but she will also
have saved a lot of young lives. She is
able to save them because she, and her
readers (who, obviously, include lots of

Carter, presumably, thinks that a lot
was lost when the intellectuals stopped
thinking that we might survive death, and
stopped thinking that we had a soul which
can be stained by certain sexual acts. I
agree with him. Hallam's and Tennyson's
chastity was a valuable kind of selfmastery, one which most intellectuals are
no more likely to recapture than they are
to recapture the hope of meeting loved
ones after death. Without both the selfmastery and the hope, we should not have
had In Memoriam. But In Memoriam is
something for whose existence we should
be grateful.
But though much was lost, much was
gained. In the last analysis, the question
about
whether
the
Jeffersonian
compromise was worth the price which
religious believers are still paying is the
question of whether more was gained than
was lost. Carter and I may share no
premises on the basis of which to argue
this question out. But we might perhaps
agree that the American public square was
enlarged in the course of this century, and
that one of the results of this enlargement
is that Landers can now defy the clergy,
speak to young people over the heads of
their parents, and save some lives. Her
love for her readers, like Jefferson's hope
for more successful pursuits of
happiness, can be traced back to the
trickle-down effects of the Christian
doctrine that love is the only law. But her
ability to send her unpopular view out to
tens of millions of readers can be traced
back to the trickle-down effects of liberal
philosophy, and to the Enlightenment
suggestion that we privatize religion
without trivializing it. ¢
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INTERVIEV✓

Nicholas Wolterstorff
--on the Postmodern-to evoke the recognition of it, tries to tap into the awareness of
it, and so forth often failing! Rorty, so far as I can tell, believes
that there is nothing of the sort in human beings. Bourgeois
liberals just happen to have one cultural 'Idea,' German Nazis,
another; and that is the end of the matter. I think such
moral particularism, if commonly held, becomes a
dangerous thing; the present wave of nationalism
around the globe seems to me to illustrate the danger.
D: What would you say to someone who wholeheartedly embraces the postmodern condition: "That
the bad news is that there is no good news, and
surprisingly the good news is that there has never been
any good news-One should not lament the loss of
something they never had."

Nicholas Wolterstorff, longtime member of the Calvin
community, agreed to respond to the Rorty interview and
answer a few questions about postmodernism.

Dialogue: Often the general criticism of Rorty's pragmatic/
postmodern position, and for that matter postmodernism in
general, is that it cannot offer a rational refutation for
philosophies that lead to evils like the Holocaust or Stalin's
purges. However, Rorty shifts the burden of proof to the critic
by asking them what a rational refutation of Nazism would look
like? Is this a viable move? What would be such a rational
refutation? In the end is not this a question about whether or not
there is such a thing as a human nature?
Wolterstorff: I don't think the issue is that of a "rational
refutation" of the Holocaust that Hitler would accept, or of the
Gulag that Stalin would accept. The issue is rather of our
understanding of what it is to be human, and of what endeavors
that understanding encourages. The Christian believes that
there is something in every human being that must not, under
any circumstances be violated; she is convinced, further, that
there is a residual awareness in all human beings of this.
Accordingly, she preaches this inviolability, articulates it, tries

Wolterstorff: Rorty and I agree that the classical
foundationalist account of entitled beliefs never was an
acceptable account. Contemporary attacks on it thus
do not remove foundations that were previously there,
but show that there never were those foundations. I
think it is best to be rid of that illusion. Rorty and I
agree that the classic liberal was mistaken in supposing
that Reason could deliver us a body of moral truths
sufficient for the operation of our polity and economy.
Thus to attack that supposition of classical liberalism is not to
remove a source of truth which was previously there; but to
show that it was an illusion to suppose it was there. I think it's
best to be rid of that illusion.
D: Following this question, Calvin College has reveled in the
collapse of modernism from the 1950s onward. With the
collapse of modernism, religious belief became rationally
permissible. However, the question for my generation (a postindustrial American generation), is not whether I am just as
rational as the next guy, but why believe anything at all? Of
course we cannot live without beliefs, but for the grander
metabeliefs, why go any farther then the belief that it is fruitless
to "believe" in anything more than its a fruitless endeavor to
believe metanan-atives?

Wolterstorff: You say that "Calvin College has reveled in the
collapse of modernism from the 1950s onward." My reading of
the history is that Calvin College descended from the neoCalvinism of Abraham Kuyper, late in the last century; and that
Kuyper was already a postmodern, albeit born out of season.
Calvin College has always been postmodern in its fundamental
understanding of faith and reason, and of the academic

enterprise. And as to why believe anything at all: I think when
all is said and done, the Christian listens faithfully and carefully
to God in Jesus Christ; and then, that done, reflects on how this
illuminates experience, and allows it to evoke devotion,
courage and hope.
D: For Rorty, the question is not whether belief in Christianity is
rationally permissible, but whether belief in Christianity is
desirable. In today's world, is it desirable? Can a question of
desirability be asked of faith? Don't most believers just find
themselves believing in the same mann humans find themselves
breathing?

Wolterstorff: Well, yes; believers do just find themselves
believing. But Christianity is not an all or none thing; it comes
in many forms, many different combinations of elements. And
some forms of Christianity are indeed undesirable; they squelch
love of God and neighbor and world.
D: In that Calvin College rejects the modernist critique of
religion, Calvin College thrives on a postmodern critique;
however, it is obvious that Calvin would have little in common
with what today is typically called Postmodern. Could you clear
this up?
·
Wolterstorff: Contemporary postmodernism is often antirealist-believing that there is no way the world is except just
relative to some one or other human conceptual scheme. And it
is often morally particularist, claiming that the good is just what
is good for me and my group. Calvin College is rightly out of
bed with both of those convictions.
D: When philosophers like Derrida say "There is nothing
outside of the text, "it has been argued that they are not really
trying to tell us that there is really nothing outside the text.
Rather they are saying that a certain framework-truth as
correspondence-ought to be abandoned. Is it fair to pin them
down as guilty of a self-referential incoherent, that when they
state that "there is nothing outside the text" they themselves are
claiming what they claim cannot be known, namely truth (In
this case, the truth that there is nothing outside text)?

Wolterstorff: I take Derrida to be saying in that oft-quoted
sentence, that outside of human language, there is no
'meaning' -that is to say, nothing of the form that so-and-so.
No facts that-so and-so, no thoughts that so-and-so, nothing;
just what is actually formulated in language. Meaning is the
creature of language. I don't know that it is self referentially
incoherent to make such a claim. Rather, the claim is not selfevidently true but on its face preposterous; so we would need
mighty strong reasons if we were to accept it. The question to
ask then is this: What are the reasons offered, and are they good
enough? It turns out that Derrida offers no reasons. He regards
the view he is opposing as part of the ontotheology; and he just
announces the unacceptability of ontotheology. Further, he
concedes that in his formulation of ontotheology and of his own
alternative thereto, he himself does and must make use of the

language and presuppositions of ontotheology. There's the rub!
'Ontotheology' has its laugh over those who deny it.
D: When analytic philosophers claim that Nietzsche and
Heidegger are not really philosophers, R01ty argues that this
"not really a philosopher" ploy is often made whenever cozy
professionalism is in danger. Do you think that philosophical
community often acts with a hidden agenda? They maintain a
cozy professionalism, and certain people get ostracized because
of this. Has this not been done with Christian theists, so why
not with postmoderns and their Continental forebears?

Wolterstorff: Of course the philosophical community often
acts with a hidden agenda-as when it anthologizes early
modern philosophy-which, with few exceptions, is Christian
philosophy-so as to make it appear purely secular philosophy.
But I don't think it is only that. My own view, about such au
courant writers as Heidegger and Nietzsche, is not that they
"aren't really philosophers," but that when one penetrates the
rhetoric, the philosophy proves to be very thin. The traditional
philosopher is suspicious of rhetorical befuddlement. I think
rightly so.
D: How do you separate yourself from Rorty's brand of
Subjectivism? How do those first principles for any philosophy
get picked? What makes something properly basic?

Wolterstorff: Between Rorty and me, the big issues are his
anti-realism, as explained above, and his moral particularism.
My opposition to foundationalism is combined with realism, his
with coherentist anti-realism; my opposition to liberalism leads
me to pluralism, his, so far as I can tell, to moral particularism.
D: Rorty has often been understood as saying that "the truth is
what your peers let you get away with." However Rorty states
that his idea of truth is in the line of Davidson: that the word
'true,' like the word 'good' is a primitive predicate which does
not lend itself to definition. What do you think?
Wolterstorff: On my view, if I believe of something that it is a
duck, that is true of it if and only if it is a duck. And if that is
indeed true of it, it is not true of it relative to some conceptual
scheme. It is just true period. Thoughts are true or false of
things, period-not relative to something or other. Have I given
a definition of 'truth'? I do not know. But I have said things that
Rorty, if I understand him, would not just find unhelpful but
unacceptable.
D: You have had some contact with Rorty in the past? What are
your thoughts of him and his project?

Wolterstorff: Yes, I know him fairly well; as a person I like him
very much. He is raising basic issues. Most philosophers
dismiss him as "not really a philosopher." I do not. Rather, I
think he gives the wrong answers for the right questions. <p
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PLAY

The Candyman,
The Caterpillar,
and the
~~County of Keck
by M. Adrian Sahr

This cut of the play is one of the earliest scenes wherein we
find Alice introduced to Mr. Pointy and The Candyman. It
holds the dubious benefit of being understandable out of
"' context.
The entire play will be produced this summer by The
Emperor's New Theatre. The show will open on July 29 at
the Ladies Literary Club auditorium. Most people involved
in the show -actors, director, writer, and production staffare Calvin students and alumni. I suppose this endeavor is a
natural effect of a bunch of college students graduating with
liberal arts majors and fancying themselves to be artists. We
hope it works. If you have any questions, or would like to
get tickets to the show, please call The Emperor's New
Theatre at 454-8820.
about witches is related to the first:
that upon seeing them ...

(The Candyman and M1: Pointy enter surreptitiously, from,
another direction, without noticing Alice.)

Candyman

You should run away. Yes, I know. You
told me. You told me after we had
bought the teapot! That cursed
teapot!

Pointy

I thought you knew all about that sort of
stuff.

Candyman

I've never dealt with black magic.
There was something awfully
wrong with that candy, but I don't
know what it was.

Pointy

It was cursed.

Candyman

But how did it get cursed?

Pointy

Don't have a clue. I suppose the witch
did it.

Candyman

There's no way out of this. The Sultan

Candyman Ahh, Mr. Pointy, we're in for it.
Eventually, the Sultan is going to
find us. Remind me never to get
involved with that sort of woman!
Pointy

I told you she was a witch.

Candyman

But I didn't know what you meant. I
mean, I deal with nasty people all
the time, and I thought you were
being paranoid. Besides, she
looked so friendly. I didn't know
she was a real witch. How was I
supposed to know? I don't know
the first thing about witches!

Pointy

Witches are hardly ever friendly. That
is the first thing to know about
witches. And the second thing

is bound to catch up with us, and
then we're in for it.

thought you were a witch.
(Long embarrassed pause.)

Pointy

He's a mean one, all right!

Candyman

No doubt.

Pointy

Maybe even worse than a witch.

Candyman

Wait a minute. If you knew the teapot
was cursed, why didn't you tell me
before I bought it?

Pointy

Well, she seemed like such a nice witch.
And it was a good price.

Alice

Excuse me.
(Mr. Pointy and the Candyman shout and
jump in shock.)

Alice

Oh, I'm terribly sorry, I didn't mean to
startle you.
(M,: Pointy and the Candyman back away
nervously.)

Candyman

Candyman

Well, we must go I think. It was nice
meeting you, and please don't try to
follow us. Do you like candy?
Here! Have some of these. And, if
anyone asks, you didn't see us, all
right?

Alice

Please don't go!

Pointy

She's following us.

Candyman

You can't follow us. It's a very bad
idea.

Alice

But I don't know where to go. I'm very
sorry, but I'm afraid I've gotten
lost.

Pointy

Gotten what lost?

Alice

Well, myself. I've gotten myself lost.

Pointy

Hahl That's quite simple! You're right
there! Probably just where you left
it.

Alice

But you see, I didn't. I left myself in
the big stuffed chair by the
fireplace, but that's certainly not
where I am now.

Candyman

Oh, I see. Then you must have gotten
everything else lost, except
yourself.

Pointy

Everything is not so easy to find.
Certainly not all at once. However,
everything is very large, wouldn't
you say? And since it's not here,
you simply need to go somewhere
else and you're sure to bump into
it.

Candyman

Exactly! Now, we must be going.
Good evening.

We don't want any trouble. We don't
want anything at all. Just leave us
alone.

(Mr. Pointy screws up his face into a squint,
and turns his head
sideways.)
Alice

Well! I should say that's very
unpleasant of you! I think I
shouldn't like to talk to you at all.
(Mr. Pointy and Candyman start to edge
away.)

Alice

Oh- but don't go away. You see, I
don't know where I think I am.

Candyman

Phooey.

Pointy

Hmmm. I'll tell you, I think she's not a
witch.

Candyman

Really? She looks bad to me. How do
you know?

Pointy

Look, turn your head to the side ...
now squint very hard ... see?

Candyman

Ahh, yes. Uhmmm ..... sorry, I

(Candyman begins to leave, but Pointy
stays, looking at Alice.)
Pointy

She looks very sad.

Candyman

Well, perhaps she's just a morose child.
We will be leaving!
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Alice

To avoid everything?

Candyman

You might say that there's certain
people we don't want to run into.

Deeper? That's bad.

Alice

Who?

Alice

What's deeper?

Pointy

Just about everyone.

Candyman

(to Alice) Don't you know where we
are?

Candyman

Alice

No!

Candyman

Ah! Yes, of course. The lost business.
I see.

Well! Enough about that! The point is
that we can clearly be of assistance
to you. Certainly we can help you
look for ... whatever it is you're
looking for, until you find your way
back to it. Six eyes are better than
two, as they say.

Pointy

Here? How can you lose here? It's
right here!

Pointy

Two birds in the bush are better than
three on the roof! But this
everything, what does it look like?

Candyman

Mr. Pointy. (,notions M,: Pointy to
himself)

Candyman

It looks like she's lost of course! But,
tell me, who are you? It's very
important to know who you are
when you're Lost.

Alice

My name is Alice. Alice Liddel.

Pointy

Well it's very nice to meet you.

Candyman

Terribly nice.

Pointy

Amazingly nice.

Candyman

Inconceivably nice.

Pointy

Supernaturally nice.

Candyman

Nice.

Pointy

Yes.

Alice

But who are you?

Candyman

Ah! Never thought you'd ask. This is
Mr. Pointy. He is a zealous
amateur of almost every craft. A
sort of Jack-of-everything, in the
meticulous sense.

Pointy

A Jack of Hearts.

Candyman

A surreptitious connoisseur of ubiquity!
A somewhat inept bungler of the
Sublime!

Alice

Are you an artist?

Pointy

Where are we going?

Candyman

Deeper in, where no one can find us.

Pointy

(Mr. Pointy and Candynian nwve close
together and converse in
rapid, hushed tones.)

Candyman

Alice
Pointy

What's that?
Spooky. It's a big swamp. Full of lizards
and bugs.

Candyman

Pointy

(to Alice) All right. You can't stay
here. The County of Keck, you
see, is a forbidding, inhospitable
place. It is ... Cryptogamous !

They say there are demons and spirits
deep within the swamps.

Not to mention the weird stuff. Being here
is a bad idea.

Alice

Candyman

That's where we are? In the County of
Keck?
In, out, who knows? The borders are
not well defined, but they are well
avoided. We were trying to stay
along the edge, you see, to keep out
of ... strangenesses of any sort,
and to avoid the rest of it too.

Alice

The rest of what?

Candyman

Everything.
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Pointy

The term pains me. I am a
phenomenologist by trade.

Candyman

And I am the Candyman!

Alice

You're a Candyman?

Pointy

He's the Candyman. The only one
there is.

Alice

The only one?

Candyman

The only one in these parts. (points to
himself.)

Pointy

The only one who can do what he does!

Alice

What do you do?

Candyman

Well, I make things into candy.

Alice

What kinds of things?

Candyman

Theoretically, anything.

Alice

Anything?

Candyman

Anything and everything! In theory, in
theory that is. I've certainly never
made a peacock into candy, but it
could be done! Or a thundercloud,
that would be difficult. And
raindrops, and spider-webs, the
squeak of a mouse, the gong of a
clock, a sunset, a sumise, a
diamond, a kitten ...

Alice

A kitten!

Candyman

Oh yes! I once made a kitten into
candy - an orange sort of
rubbery, spongy, puffy thing with
specldes.

Alice

But that's awful!

Candyman

He didn't seem to mind. He purred a
good bit and then scampered off
into the woods.

Alice

But how do you do that? How do you
make all those things into candy?

Pointy

He boils the stuff in a big pot for days
on end, and then adds lots of sugar.

Alice

That's all?

Candyman

Well, no, of course not! The process is
actually preposterously complex.

Pointy

Yes, I forgot. Sometimes you have to
stir it.

Candyman

You see, there is one more essential
ingredient that we haven't
mentioned. The most important
ingredient.

Alice

Is it a spice?

Pointy

More or less.

Alice

Is it cinnamon?

Pointy

Not exactly.

Alice

Is it peppermint?

Candyman

No. It's magic!

Alice

Magic?

Candyman

Precisely!

Candyman

Yes!

Alice

It's that thing that's in the candy? That .
. . . feeling?

Candyman

It's that mood, yes. When the candle
flickers and flickers and flames,
and the shadows leap and rollick
along on the walls like a thousand
perfect dance partners in the
luminous choreography, and you
stop and there's that mood. It's
ever so smooth and it tastes like a
Will-O-The-Wisp, and you think
ahhhh, that's magic!

Alice

It's candlelight?

Candyman

Oh it's so much more than that!

The very realest of real. The ultimate
immanence itself!

Alice

What else is magic?

Alice

What's that?

Candyman

Well, .... it's Autumn.

Candyman

Magic! Magic! Go ahead, try a piece
of my candy.

Alice

The whole thing?

Candyman

The whole thing. When the sun hits just
so on the autumn leaves as they
fall. When there's a great big pile
of leaves to jump into. When the
wind blusters so hard that it creeps
through your coat and through your
skin and bones and then out the
other side! Magic is in there! And
it's in the very most awful puddles
of slush - the deepest ones with
black road goo in them and oily
rainbows that slide around in
greasy curves on the surface.
Ahhh, there too, if you'd just be in
the mood. I mean, if the mood was
all over and you ran into it there.

Alice

Even in the slush puddles?

Candyman

Absolutely! Everywhere! The
curvilinear surface of everything
that's on the other side of the
moment!

Alice

All that is magic?

Candyman

Even more than that.

Alice

I'm afraid I don't understand.
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Alice
Candyman
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Do you mean real magic?

(Alice eats a piece and her eyes widen in
amazenient.)

Alice

Wow!

Candyman

But of course! Magic! It's
everywhere. It's in the light
waves, it's in the air, it's in your
hair! From here to nowhere it
swims through your ears and into
your brain, it's in the rain! It's a
tingling, a prickly skin-crawl, an
effervescent jolt to the senses, to
freak in all its grammatical tenses.
An upside-down inside-out
vertigo, that moment of discovery,
it's a foggy notion, it's fanatic
devotion. When you feel like a
slippery fish in a slippery ocean.
And it's ever so mellow and
smoooth! Oh! What I mean to say
is that it's all around, and its the
1nood you're in when you feel it,
and maybe you just feel it because
you're in the nwod, but that's the
same thing! It's magic.

Alice

Magic?
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Candyman

Hoooie! Me neither!

Pointy

I, for one, have never understood what
he was talking about. But the
candy is delicious.

Alice

All that is in the candy?

Candyman

All of it that seems to be the same
flavor, yes.

Pointy

It's like this, he just collects it. He
wanders around all over the place,
and then every once in a while, he
gets a funny gleam in his eye.
Then he sets down his pot and
starts boiling. Dumps all the magic
right in.

Candyman

It's more a process of distillation, of
course.

Pointy

But then the big pot broke.

Candyman

You might call it fermenting the essence
of effervescence.

Pointy

Which was fine by me, since the big
pot was such a rotten thing to have
to carry around.

Candyman

Or perhaps a sort of rarefaction of the
Scintillating Quintessential.

Pointy

So we bought a teapot to boil things in.

Candyman

The ,nood starts to infiltrate all the
boiling steam bubbles.

Pointy

From a witch.

Candyman

Aack! That black magic messed
everything up!

Pointy

The teapot was funny somehow, and it
made bad candy.

Candyman

But it wasn't my fault. I don't know
anything about black
magic. In theory, it doesn't exist, you
know.

Pointy

And he gave the candy to the Sultan,
which was a very
bad idea.

Alice

What was wrong with it?

Candyman

We don't really know.

Pointy

Listen, Listen! .... Oooh, look! The
Imperial Regiment! They're
coming for us.

Candyman

Ahh! Well, it was terribly nice meeting
you, but we can't help you
anymore, and please don't admit to
anyone that you've seen us,
especially the Imperial Regiment,
and I recommend that you run
away, and whatever you do, don't
talk to the Sultan-he's likely to
kill you, good day.

( Candyman & Pointy run off, but come back
immediately.)

Pointy

Nix! Nix! They're over there too!
They're everywhere! What to do,
what to do?

Candyman

There's got to be something. Ah!
Quick, do the throne trick! cp
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SHORTS TORY

A Bow
Seen in
the Cloud
by Mark Roeda

A dome light flashed on, illuminating
the truck cab in warm yellow. Roy
adjusted the rear view mirror and assessed
the damage. One eye, half-opened, and
another, completely swelled, shut stared
back. Roy glanced at the
steering wheel and felt its
raw imprint on his brow.
He tipped the mirror
slightly further. Blood,
dry and cracked, trailed
from his left nostril,
covered his cleft lip and
circled the left side of his
mouth. Rubbing below
his nose sent red flakes
and dust sliding down his
nylon rain jacket.
The mustard door of
the pick-up opened with a
dry groan. Roy got out as
quickly as his sore body
would
allow
and
slammed the door behind
him. The impact rocked
the frame of the decaying
Ford and sent a boom
throughout the evening
landscape and up a gravel
road bordered by trees.
He staggered up the
driveway to his mobile
home, a painted tin
shelter
under
a
tremendous arm of an
oak.
Propping the storm
door against himself, Roy attempted to
unlock the door. A north wind from the
newly-arrived season bounced the storm
door on Roy's elbow, making it difficult
to fit the key into the lock.
Once inside, he flipped the light switch
and checked his bare wrist for the time.

"Bastards," he mumbled, thrusting his
hands into his pockets and moving into
the kitchen.
When he entered, the digits on the oven
clock rolled to ten-thirty. An open

cupboard above the oven shelved rows of
Friendly Chef mac and cheese. Roy
emptied a box into a pot half-filled with
water. Waiting for the water to boil, he
responded to the flashing button on the
answering machine.
"Yeah, Roy, this is Richard. Just

wondering if everything went all right in
town tonight-do appreciate you picking
that up for me, man. Gimme a call when
you're planning to install it. My wife and
I are having friends up next weekend to
go hot tubbing, so if
you could get it in
before then that would
be great. Thanks ... Ahh,
by the way, don't you
think it's about time to
change that out-going
message. I mean, your
wife Ann, its been a
while since ah ... you
know ... well, anyway,
seeyah."
"Beep."
Roy took his bowl of
macaroni into the living
room. Steam rose from
the golden paste and
condensed on his arm.
Roy rested into his
leatherette recliner, the
bow1 warming his lap
as he flipped on the
television. Roy had
tried to fix the color
tubes of the old set
many times, but all
repairs
had
been
temporary.
He had
finally settled for
watching blurry forms.
Tonight the screen was
filled with a news
anchor's pink face washed into the navy
blue of his "action news" sport coat.
He described the city's increasing
amount of gang violence. The story
intensified Roy's headache. Images of
this evening replayed in his mind-the
shock but his immediate understanding of

the situation, the thud of a fist hitting his
temple, the gravel embedded in the side of
his face when he awoke, the long, slow
drive home, his fade to black in the
driveway.
His attention returned to the screen.
The anchor concluded the report and
shifted focus from himself to the
weatherman with a lighthearted
exchange. Roy squinted. Pain made it
difficult to see straight. Tomorrow would
be pleasant and mostly sunny. Roy
fumbled the full bowl onto the table.
Wednesday would bring a large storm
front. His face buried into his chest and
contorted. The forecast called for steady
rain at least until Sunday. Roy braced
himself on the armrests and tried to force
himself up for some aspirin.
The
weatherman apologized for the dreary
outlook. Roy fell back into his chair. His
eyes closed.
His aches and the anchor's deep voice
swirled in Roy's brain and slammed into
his skull. His face chilled. When he
opened his eyes he found himself in the
midst of an angelic white glow. His
answering machine levitated in front of
him. The red light blinked once. Roy
raised his finger, hesitated, and then
rested it on the button.
"Roy," said an incredibly deep but
incredibly clear voice. "This is the Lord,
Roy. I have seen the earth spin and
seasons change one into the other. But
while it spins, its inhabitants descend and
fall. I realize this is a rather drastic
change in the divine agenda, but it's time,
Roy, to begin again with you."
"Beep."
Then there was nothing-at least for a
little while.

A loud transvestite pleading with the
studio audience of some talk-show roused
Roy from his sleep. He eased out of the
chair to get a couple of aspirin and some
Nytol from the bathroom. He flung the
medicine cabinet open after a quick
examination of himself in the mirror. A
bruised plum seemed to be embedded in
his eye socket. He snatched the white
flask topped, but not sealed, by its childproof lid and tapped the tablets into his
palm.
Roy returned to the living room,
reclined into his Laz-E Boy and diluted

the pills' bitter after-taste with saliva.
One hand aiming the remote, the other
massaging his skull, Roy waited for the
drugs to take over.

Six-and-a-half hours of a sedated sleep
reduced Roy's headache to a simple
annoyance, his bruises to blemishes, and
the vision to a weird side effect of the
latter two.
His rattling alarm signaled his seven
a.m. awakening. Roy readied himself
quickly. By quarter after, he was out the
door and exposing himself to the
elements. While his steps kicked at the
gravel on the way to the truck, Roy looked
up. A dreariness loomed over the
landscape. A small flurry of raindrops
tapped lightly on his nylon coat.
Roy repeatedly pumped the gas. The
old Ford finally held a steady growl. Roy
backed out of the driveway and headed up
the tree-lined road. Autumn-tinted leaves
shielded cars from the light drizzle that
continued to fall.
A ten minute ride, and Roy made the
left into the driveway of Richard's home.
Wrapped in a bathrobe, Richard came out
the front door to greet Roy's a1Tival. He
ambled over to the truck, placed his hands
on the side rails and grinned at the hot tub
inside.
"Look at that baby, would ya? That
interior looks like real marble, don't it?"
Roy didn't answer. The wide-eyed
expression on Richard's face indicated
that he didn't need one.
"How long you think it'll take ya?"
Richard turned and asked Roy.
"How am I supposed to know? Never
done one before," Roy replied as he
opened the tailgate.
"What the hell happened to your face?"
"N othin'." Roy glanced toward the
road to keep his black eye out of view. Up
until now, he had forgotten about it.
"Hey, just asking."
After an extended pause Richard
changed the subject.
"You know we're supposed to get some
rain? Sounds like it may be impossible to
work outside, so I have another job I need
you to do."
"You always do," Roy muttered under
his breath.
Richard pointed his arm in the direction
of a twenty-foot yacht mounted on a

trailer in front of a storage barn.
"It's kinda small, I know, but I'm using
it to learn how to sail. Cause, hell, right
now, I can't even keep an air mattress
afloat."
He laughed as if he'd told the joke
before.
"Anyway, it needs some work on the
interior, and so I was thinkin' that if the
rain got bad you could maybe tow it home
and work on it. That way you'll have
somethin' to do, rain or shine."
"Ain't gotta hitch," Roy responded.
"All right, I'll have it dropped off,"
Richard concluded as he slipped back into
the house.
Throughout the day, the rain was light
and infrequent. Roy worked long into the
afternoon. He spent the day digging
trenches, attaching pipes and glancing at
manuals. At a quitting time determined
by aches and pains, Roy tossed the shovel
aside and made for the truck.

Dust clouds encircled the Ford as it
came to skidding halt in the driveway
back home. The engine shook twice
before leaving Roy in the midst of
stillness. He listened to dust settle in the
shade of the tree, watched the occasional
raindrop burst on the windshield, and felt
the cab gradually cool.
"Geez, wouldya leave me alone,
dammit?"
The frustrated handy-man raised two
white knuckled fists to his forehead and
punched the Ford logo on the steering
wheel. For nearly three minutes, the shrill
horn pushed back the silence.

That evening the ultra-violet television
provided the room with its only lighting,
and the volume rattled everything
hanging on its walls. Sitting in the Laz-E
Boy was Roy, his complexion changing
with the colors on the screen.
At about quarter after eleven, Roy
ignored the weatherman's apology and
turned off the set. He could now hear the
sky's escalated assault pattering the
shingles and aluminum siding of his
home. His scowl deepened as he headed
through the dark to bed.

A mid-morning clap of thunder woke
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Roy up. He turned his weary head toward
a blank digital alarm clock. He leaned
over and turned the switch on the bedside
lamp. Nothing.
"Dammit," he mumbled as he threw
back the covers.
With his watch stolen, the sun covered
and the power out, Roy dressed himself
clueless of time. Whether he was late or
early, Roy wasn't sure nor did he care.
He pulled on his rain parka and turned the
knob leading to the inclement outdoors.
As Roy was stepping out of the
doorway, a flash of lightening lit up the
landscape in electric blue. In that split
second, Richard's boat docked alongside
the trailer glowed like some celestial
sailing vessel.
Roy turned his face toward the source
of the raindrops and screamed, "The hell's
this, a sign?"
Another flash of lightening ripped
across the sky.
"Whoa."
Roy mshed back through the door and
into the kitchen. He found grocery bags
under the sink and filled them with boxes
of Friendly Chef. After emptying a bag of
ice into a large red and white cooler, he
took "the staples" from the fridge and
laid them inside it.
The bag and the cooler were
unloaded into the boat's rather
small galley-too small for a
forty day-and-forty night stay,
but Roy didn't consider this
when he examined the
quarters.
Taped to a cupboard was a
boat manual and a yellow
"post-it" note from Richard
which read,
Roy,
-Tighten boom
-Rewire lighting
-Install nevv oven
-Replace broken
hinges (new ones are in the
cupboard)
-Call if you have any questions!
-Richard

Roy jumped out of the boat and
splashed across the pockets of water
covering the ground. The mud collected
on his shoes and left a trail on the
polyester carpeting when he entered the

house.
He stuffed his sheets into a laundry bag,
some changes of clothing into a suitcase
and tossed both into the galley. His
second trip to the bedroom made sure he
didn't miss anything. While rummaging
through a dresser drawer, Roy kicked up
against a chest at the foot of the bed.
Getting slowly to his knees, he flipped up
t)le latch and lifted the lid. Inside were
stacks of her neatly folded blouses and
sweaters.
Roy slammed the chest shut and carried
it through the rain into the boat. Its
imprint remained on the bedroom carpet.
Once his supplies were organized, Roy
ventured into the downpour and got his
tools out of the truck. He returned to the
galley soaking wet, tool box in hand. He
laid the box on the formica counter and
yanked the price-tagged oven away from
the wall. Within a couple of hours he had
it ready to boil its first pot of water and
Friendly Chef noodles.
By mid-afternoon, the cloud cover
forced Roy to replace hinges and faulty
wiring by flashlight. The beam dimmed

to a warm orange by evening and died
when the light accidently slipped from
Roy's mouth.
"Doggone-it."
Roy felt around for a chair and sat
down. He listened to the sheets of rain
whip over the fields and blast across the
hull. In a few minutes his breathing
slowed with sleep.
A gust of wind suddenly whistled

through the galley door.
Roy's head shot up. "Ann, is that
you?"
He burst on deck.
"Ann, Ann," he yelled into the rain and
darkness. He cupped his hands around
his mouth. Another gust came across the
field and flung the loose boom toward
Roy's unsuspecting skull. It connected
with a dull ping and sent Roy to the deck.

Over the course of the night the
downpour dwindled to sprinlde. A
couple of drops landed on Roy's eyes.
His face twitched as he began to his
return to consciousness. He squinted
and blinked the good one open. He
stared up at an overcast sky brightened,
but not penetrated, by the sun. Once his
headrush subsided some, Roy sat up for a
look around.
"Holy shit," he mouthed without
making a sound.
During the night lightening had
struck the tree that once towered over
Roy's home. The mobile shelter was
now completely smothered by leaves
and branches. The weight of the tiunk
inverted the roof and crushed the
near wall like an empty
returnable.
Roy exhaled between
pursed lips and staggered
back into the galley.
Seeing the wooden chest
in the middle of the
floor, Roy flipped open
the latches, turned it
over and emptied the
clothing onto the floor.
He refilled it with his
clothes and the rest of
the mac and cheese. He
loaded it with his tools
into the truck.
He
glanced at the white sky
and entered the cab. The
engine grow led.
The truck reversed out of the driveway
and headed up the tree-lined road. The
Ford sped through rain-carved trenches
spraying muddy water to the roadside.
Roy brought its engine to a roar as the
truck began to ascend a hill. The trees
formed a bough of autumn colors over
the hilltop. As the yellow pick-up sped
underneath, Roy took his foot from the
gas and coasted toward an intersection. cp
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It is Dialogue 's twentieth anniversary. We are quite surprised that it
has lasted this long. It seems to have the tenacity to survive frequent
motions for substantial budget cuts. Yes, Calvin continues to "endow"
the arts. So keep reading Dialogue, we'll make more.
Cheers.

DIAL OC U E

dia!ogl;!e
-

l

DM~OGLlE

DIALOGUE

!I.I
,•••If

.•

r.--..
-

-

--

40

dfa logue

